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At our September meeting author and college English and Creative 

Writing instructor Kimberly Carlson will explain why for most writers, 

editing isn’t just about fixing commas, spelling and word choice. It is the 

arduous task of sometimes deleting pages, and even chapters. It is adding 

depth, defining characters, narrowing plot and perfecting voice.  Carlson 

will share her editing journey while working on her novel, Out of the 

Shadows, and will leave writers with thoughts about how to editing their 

articles, stories or novels.  
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 Imagine if you will, 

a world completely void of 

the everyday stresses we are 
so content with. In this 

world people live without 

the social anxiety, the need 

for cultural assurance, and 
over all the fear of 

judgment. In this world you 
will find an abundance of 

self-assured strong people, 

the kind of people who live 
their lives day to day to the 

best of their ability despite 
the real issues they face. 

The kind of issues that 

people who are graced with 

the blessing of living in a 
first world country have forgotten, or at least haven’t seen 

what true survival looks like. I myself had forgotten how 
fortunate I was for all that I have, and yet there was 

something in the way that the people of this world lived 

that I envied, and that was their happiness. 
 In my many years of traveling the world I have 

seen many places, experienced many cultures, seen many 
beautiful things, but for the first time I think I can honestly 

say I’ve found what true happiness looks like. In a culture 

where everyone is accepted and judgment is hard to come 

by, the people flourish despite the poverty. I saw some of 
the happiest smiles and such selfless kindness. 

 That alone made my trip halfway around the world 
worth my while. Which let me assure you is quite a feat, 

seeing as it took roughly thirty-four hours for get from 

Redding, California to Bangkok, Thailand.  
 Though my first reaction to Thailand was not quite 

so positive, in fact all I could keep thinking was:  

 Oh God what have I done?  

 Is there any air in this humidity at all?  

 Well at least they have a nice airport. 

 This being my first time to a country that didn’t 

quite meet the 

standard of being a 

“First World 
Country”, I wasn’t 

exactly sure what to expect. When 

you think of third world countries 

I don’t think most people really 
know what that means, or at least 

they don’t fully grasp it, I know I 
didn’t. It doesn’t just mean that the 

country itself is poor, but that 

overall the citizens are 
impoverished. They weren’t 

always living in poor standards but 
as a whole the conditions of living 

were beyond what I had originally 

imagined.  
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 The Writers Forum Newsletter is published for members and associates.  
Founded in 1983 with nonprofit status since 1997.  Writers Forum’s annual 
membership fee is $20, and student fee is $10. 
 Articles for the newsletter on the art and craft of writing are welcome for 
consideration.  Letters to the Editor are welcomed.  Deadline for submissions is the 
15th of the month preceding publication.  Please submit copy to the editor; digital 
copy gets preference.  The staff reserves the right to perform minor copy editing in 
the interest of the newsletter’s style and space.  Writers Forum Website at 
www.writers-forum.net accepts submissions also.  Email digital to the Webmaster.  
phone contact 
 Payment is in copies.  Submissions without a pre-addressed, stamped 
envelope cannot be returned. 
  Type of Material and Guidelines for Newsletter and Website Submission: 

1.) Your articles on the art or craft of writing.  2.) Essays on subjects of interest to 
writers.  (200 words can be quoted without permission but with attribution.)  3.) Book 
or author reviews.  4.) Letters to the Editor.  5.) Information on upcoming events, 
local or not.  6.) Photos of events.  7.) Advertise your classes or private events. 
 All submissions 75 to 500 words except materials commissioned by the 
Editor. 
 How to send: 
 For Newsletter submissions: please e-mail to editor@writers-forum.net  
or snail mail to Editor, c/o PO Box 492282, Redding, CA 96049-2282.   
 For Website, please e-mail to webmaster@writers-forum.net. 

From The Desk of  the President 
-By Larry Watters 

 Brr…          

 The recent chillier-than-is-the-norm end of June is getting 

me in the mood to promote our 8th Northern California Authors 

Fair. Held the second Saturday in November at the Mt. Shasta Mall, 

it has been a very popular event. Open to members and non-

members, last year was our best  with over 30 local authors (and 

one non-local who had a personal reason to be in the area in 

between his book tour stops) who sold their wares, reunited with 

fellow authors, and, for the newbies, discovered new kindred souls 

in the Redding area.          

 We are sending invitations later this month for all past 

participants and members, but for online readers, we will have a 

downloadable application form a little later. Shucks, we may even 

figure out how to register online, but our site does have its 

limitations.        

The November Authors Fair is only one of our special programs 

that have been successful. This is not to say, er, type that the other 

presentations are not without merit. Recently we have been stepping 

outside the print world with digital/social media and using the 

internet without fear of buying a bridge.        

 So follow me as I introduce you to a few of our members’ 

Websites; some for ramblings, others to hawk their wares.        

Pedalsandpencils.com is one of Alicia McCauley sites. She is our 

Webmaster and one of three Directors at Large. As the name 

implies, she blogs on her bicycling adventures as well as her joy of 

being a teacher.          

 A relative newbie to blogging, our Treasurer, Jennifer 

Levens, has stepped outside of the inkwell with jenniferlevens.com. 

A result of Jennifer taking Kate Bourland’s offer of helping after 

her presentation in April, it is as funny as she is. But with a semi-

serious side as well.        Jenniferphelpswrites.com by past board 

member and editor, Jennifer Phelps, is a portal to showcase her 

poetry and published stories/articles in local print. It is also a 

gateway to her Non-Blog, nakednotebook.net.          

 Freelancer Marisa Shadrick offers liteliving.net for 

practical and spiritual support for women.         

 Anna Hourihan, current member and Authors Fair 

participant, has vedanticshorespress.com with spiritual literature.         

 There are many other links on our new website, 

reddingwritersforum.com. From award winners Linda Boyden and 

Charlie Price to Beth & Tony Maxey and Gayle Madden, I am sure 

that you will find all entertaining.         

 Oh, and our next meeting is September 8th with Kimberly 

Carlson on editing  
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Upcoming 
events... 
 

MONTHLY 
 Second Wednesday, 7:00 p.m. 

 Traveling Bohemians Spoken 
Word Night @ 3304B  Bechelli Ln., 
Redding.   

 Poetry, short stories & storytelling, music & 
songwriters welcome  

 Second Saturday, 6:00-9:00 p.m.— All 
About Books @ 1301 Court St., 
Redding will be hosting book signings as 
part of Second Saturday Art Night.   

 If any members are interested please contact 

Richard Lucas at All About Books, 1301 Court 

St. in Redding. Open M-F 9-6, Sat 10-4. Phone: 

605-4848 (945-1634 cell). Members will be 

limited to 3-4 per night.  

C
om

m
unity C

alendar 
 
 

 
The  

Spontaneous  

Pen 
An opportunity to share our first thoughts… 

Hope is…. 

 …All it take to have a nice day. 

Submitted by: Larry Waters 

 

 … the warm fire that burns inside you 
that keeps you moving through the moments. 
Through the good, through the bad, through 
the times when you aren’t sure if you can 
continue to move forward in the way you have 
grown accustomed. Or more frightening, is 
when you realize that you must become 
accustomed to more than you are used to. 
And in these moments, when you aren’t sure 
you can do it, hope it truly all you have. 

Submitted by: Kailey O’Connor 

May’s The Spontaneous Pen prompt: 

       · One jump line ·    

      · 90 seconds · 

      · What will you write? · 

Would it be 
wrong..? ] [ 

Each month, your Editor will offer a “jump line,” a 
phrase designed to serve as a writing prompt.  
You are invited to put pen to paper for 90 se-
conds and free write whatever comes to mind, 

then SUBMIT your writing to the newsletter!   

Submit to: writersforumeditor@gmail.com  

http://pedalsandpencils.com/
http://jenniferlevens.com/
http://jenniferphelpswrites.com/
http://nakednotebook.net/
http://liteliving.net/
http://www.vedanticshorespress.com/
http://reddingwritersforum.com
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 People lived in homes ranging from haphazard 

metal shacks, to rundown concrete buildings without 
windows, to some actual standard housing. Because 

making roughly one-thousand Baht a day, which makes out 

to be around thirty dollars, is barely enough to make it 

despite how incredibly inexpensive everything is there. 
 But enough about that, let’s talk about how 
incredible the scenery was, because I assure you it was 

absolutely breath taking. 
 We spent a good five days in the middle of 

nowhere, now keep in mind I have been in the middle of 
nowhere before, but not quite like this. We took a train 

fifteen hours north of Bangkok into the city of Chiang Mai, 
then caught a bus and rode on that 

for four hours to the town of 

Chiang Rai. There we waited to be 

picked up by the lovely woman 

who ran the hotel we would be 

staying at. I use the term “hotel” 
loosely because I’m not entirely 

sure what else to call it. Once she 

arrived we packed our luggage into 
her mud covered SUV and got in, 

as I got comfortable in the backseat 
that pesky little thought appeared 

yet again. 

 Oh God what have I done?  

 So I took a few deep 
breathes and we were off. She was 

a lovely woman and pointed out 
the sites as we drove by them, 

lovely temples and statues, more stores than you can 

imagine. All of them being cramped into what I can only 
describe as strip malls, except ours here in the states might 

have a maximum of twenty shops inside, where as theirs 
easily could have had hundreds.  

 Pretty soon we were on the outskirts of town, and 

the number of buildings had subsided quite a bit. We kept 

driving until we were in what looked like the residential 

area out past town, and I kept thinking we couldn’t be too 

far away. But as the houses became fewer and farther in-
between I assured myself that it would be nice to be out 

this far out after all that time spent in the craziness of 

Bangkok. We passed a nature preserve and a hot spring as 

we took a sharp turn into what I could only guess was the 
driveway. I grabbed onto the strap hanging from the roof 

and tried not to roll around too much. Well pretty soon I 

realized it’d been a while since I’d seen any form of 
civilization at all, and that’s when we turned onto the dirt 

road.  
 Now let me give you a bit of an idea about what 

sort of dirt road we are talking about here. Close your eyes 
and put yourself in the middle of a very dense jungle, now 

cut a path that’s just big enough to fit an SUV through, and 

put a road below you with sharp turns and puddles that I’m 

pretty confident could easily be called ponds. Well after 

passing what I could only assume was probably called “The 

Middle of Nowhere” and then continued on for several 
minutes I saw a small village rising up along the hillside. 

We drove right through the center of the village which was 

filled with children who smiled and waved as we passed. 
Which was reassuring in both a sense of kindness, and in 

the fear that perhaps I was being taken to one of the slave 

trade camps that all of my friends were so nice to convince 

me existed out in the jungle.  
 As we made our way to the outskirts of the village 

I sensed the incline of the road 
increasing rapidly, until we were at 

an angle that I can comfortably 
assure you was far from any angle 

any vehicle should be traveling up 
ever. In fact at one point the vehicle 

had to stop to let a puppy get out of 
the road and the villagers had to put 
logs behind the tires so our host 

could once again gain traction. 

 But I have good news! Once 

we finally made it to the top of that 

insane hill I saw one of the most 

beautiful sites I’ve ever seen. Before 
me lay mountain sides, two covered 

in terraced rice fields, and the other 

in bamboo huts, all of which were 

beautiful. I spent a day just sitting on 
the balcony of my bamboo hut just looking around me and 

trying to burn the image of this place into my mind. 

 We spent the other four days trekking through the 
jungle hunting down waterfalls, getting stuck in rain 

storms, getting attacked by mosquitos and leaches, and 
trying to figure out how to get back to our camp from the 

wonderful places we found ourselves slightly stuck in. 
Places such as valleys we climbed down in, thinking we 

wouldn’t have to climb back up the slippery slope only to 
realize that there wasn’t really any path out; or across rice 

field walls that had collapsed under our weight due to how 
saturated the ground had been from the monsoon the night 

before ; or trying to time our run from shelter to jungle 
without getting completely drenched by the ongoing 

downpour. It was wonderful. I’ve never been covered in 

that much mud, mosquito bites, and cuts from thorns while 

being so completely enthusiastic about it. Despite the 

beauty of the temples, the beauty of the people, and the 
beauty of the art, I couldn’t have found a more beautiful 

site than Thailand out in the middle of nowhere.  
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 Desert winds blew hot making our lips 
crack and bleed. Our eyes were full of blowing 
sand. We were crammed in the open rumble 
seat of an old car, my brother, our little sister 
and I. In the front seat was a man driving, his 
very pregnant wife and my father. It was dad’s 
way of getting to Oregon from New Mexico. 
Dad had talked the young couple into going to 
Oregon, promising work and furnishing the 
gas, they furnished the transportation. 
Somewhere along the way there were stops to 
traveler’s aid for funds and assistance. A 
disagreement occurred over a can of peaches, 
the pregnant woman wanted them. We 
wanted them. It developed into a full fledged 
hostile stand off. The woman cried to go 
home. The intense desert heat shinning on 
our bare heads, our swollen eyes our dried 
cracked mouths moved my dad to buy us a 
soda. This was so rare to spend money on 
Orange soda, but it helped us yield the 
peaches. Miles and miles across the desert 
and mountains we traveled, with the 
distressed woman. Anger erupted in Boise. 
We slept in the park on the ground that night. 
While we slept they drove off and left us. 

 Opening my eyes the next 
morning,  dad  was sitting with his back 
against a tree waiting for us to wake up. 
Gathering up our canvas water bag they had 
thrown out, we shook out the coats we had 
slept on and started walking looking for food. 
The local charity at first refused us. Dad 
argued and argued and insisted we had to eat. 
At length, we were given some scraps of paper 
and sent to a place where they fed us 
pancakes. I refused to look at anyone, to 
feel people’s disapproval made me 
ashamed,  tears came easily. 

 No one knew how we came to be in 
that situation. That last winter dad had fallen 
off a roof where he had been working. His 
injuries were a long time  healing  adding 
distress to my parent’s marriage, that had 
been unraveling for some time;  It came 
unglued.  Where we find ourselves now is 
better than before, where I watched my dad 
caress the trigger on his twenty two rifle, as it 
lay across his arm resting on the car window 
pointed at the shadows behind the curtains. 
Back out on the street walking to no where 
full of pancakes and desperation dad decided 
we would ride the freight train to Oregon. This 
delicate skill he had learned many years ago 
during the great depression as he roamed the 
country looking for work. We walked and 
walked until we found train tracks. It was a 
train yard as there were many sets of tracks, 
us kids hid in the bushes waiting as dad 
scouted around looking for the railroad police 
known as the bull, who watches for people 
like us. We caught an empty refrigeration car 
and rode in the top compartment, the part 
where ice was kept for that purpose. By 
walking on top of the box car and opening 
that area we scrunched, up and folded 
ourselves inside and pulled the hatch closed. 
Since all of us couldn’t get in one, dad and my 
brother got in the one at the other end of the 
long box car. All day we rolled and bounced 
we pitched and bumped and slammed. At 
some distant time when we quit moving, I 
thought we must be in Oregon. Dad opened 
the hatch we crawled out and ran down the 
ladder and used the bushes. We were only a 
few feet away from where we had began, the 
car had been moved to the next set of tracks 
over.   

Searching the Stars for the Milky Way 
Written by Dale Angel 
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“Milky Way” Con’t From Page 3 
I felt a foot shorter and was beat up with dirt and 
frustration and emotional pain mostly because my 
parents asked me to choose who I wanted to go with, 
I couldn’t choose. One couldn’t be unhappy while in 
the company of my dad it is possible to be in distress, 
yet the possibilities were many in his mind. We only 
had to grab hold of them. Distress and unhealthy 
worry were not to be entertained… silent tears 
leaked from my eyes as I turned to the high desert to 
view the scenery. 
 Dad always carried a piece of soap, a fine 
tooth comb, a small folding knife and a buckeye in his 
pockets. The Buckeye, a round shiny brown seed 

about the size of a fifty cent piece was to stave 
off Rheumatism. We went to the river to bathe using 
the piece of soap it made our hair all sticky and gluey 
in the cold water. Greasy black soot rimmed our eyes, 
it just smeared around. The delicious thought of 
pancakes was too much not to pursue. We slept in 
the park again that night. 
 Early next morning we caught a freight 
train….no breakfast! I was so glad not to have to go 
back to those people. The world flew past the sky was 
so clean the sage brush smelled so fresh, dad would 
point out the lavenders and grays and shades of blue 
in the distance mountains. At night he showed us the 
Big Dipper the Milky Way and the North Star. He said 
‘’we were never lost if we looked up to find north’’. 
He praised the clean air and taste of sweet water. He 
mentioned that the sun was in the wrong place. I 

didn’t understand what that meant.  
 The train slowly huffed and puffed to a stop 
under a tower with a spout hanging over the engine 
for water. We jumped off and hid in the brush.  We 
were at a section hands shack. After the train pulled 
out of sight we went up to the kitchen and asked for 
food. I will never forget the dignity, respect and 
kindness we were extended. Large delicious 
sandwiches were served with gracious smiles.  We 
had taken the wrong train it was going east we 
wanted to go west. 
 We filled up our water bag and started down 
the road toward the highway. This heavy water bag 
was the cause of much trouble. Dad tried to teach us 

not to put our mouth on the spout but to trickle the 
water into our throats, but we lost most of our water 
practicing. It was a long hot gravel road, with the 
crunching sound of each step. We took turns carrying 
the dry water bag wishing we had been more careful 
with the precious water, at evening it felt good to feel 
our feet touch the hardtop. There were too many of 
us as we thumbed and waited hoping each car would 
stop and pick us up, no one did, finally everyone hid 
in the brush 
 I stood out on the road alone. The very next 
car stopped everyone came running out to climb in 
but it zoomed away. As the evening shadows crept 
across the brush and the cold high desert air brought 
the night, the stars began to appear I searched the 
sky for the familiar Milky Way, it comforted me.  
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Standing on the roadside scanning the starry heavens 
restrained anger seeped out, peace replaced fears. My 
world looked different.  
 An old farm truck with weak headlights stopped, 
all ran fast and laid claim to a ride into town. Dad rode in 
front with the farmer.   
 We slept among the bales of hay all the way to 
town. When we started for pancakes  I was a different 
person. A bold spirit emerged. When I met the probing 
disrespectful eyes, I lost my inferior feelings that now 
flirted with defiance as I accepted pancakes. The strength 
that came from inside was as though an iron rod had 
been inserted in my mind, this new power this cousin to 
rebelliousness, gave me courage and acceptance life 

became easier from then on. I had no war within.  After 
we ate, the park lawn felt good sleep was sweet. 
Just before light early the next morning, we climbed over 
into the deep sides on an empty ore car that is shaped 
like a bath tub, we settle in the bottom and sit quietly. No 
one has any reason to check it for passengers, no one in 
their right mind would use it. As the engine gathers 
speed it gets too bumpy to sit, we try standing up as it 
rumbles and sways. The wind blew loose mine tailings in 
our eyes. It’s impossible to balance by holding our hands 
against the sides, it is too wide. We are not able to see, 
breathing thick dirt that swirled around us we all tried to 
hold each other up as we bounced along in a storm of 
debris. We bury our faces in each others arms. After 
some time the engine began to slow down, these are 
steep mountains slower and slower it barely moves. We 
scramble over the sides down the ladder and run along 

side and select an empty box car. There are others that 
travel too, who my father called, Bindlestiffs. Dad was 
particular about our own private accommodations. We 
helped each other up inside and close off the wind and 
cold. As evening descends our train again slows to a crawl 
as we pass miles and miles of bales of alfalfa. I jump out 
to help dad tear apart the bundles and throw armloads 
through the box car door. These clean sweet bundles 
make the perfect place to sleep. We will cover up for 
warmth with them. Dad jumps back up inside. Running 
along side I stumble trying to catch the ladder, he grabs 
me just as I about fall under the wheels. 
 Next morning, we could see flat cars loaded with 
Government trailers. We later learned they were for 

victims of the  Vancouver flood. We climbed inside one of 
them. It was comfortable in the tiny kitchen looking out 
at people on the highway  as we moved along. 
 In the front seat of the cars sat the Mom and Dad. 
Mom and Dad use to sit in the front seat and sing 
together blending their voices, harmonizing. I tried to 
remember the words to the song on a hill far away was 
all I could remember. I hummed the first few bars of 
melody under my breath as tears filled my eyes.. only a 
few. 
 The train slowed barely moving, our destination 
came in sight. We never met the railroad Bull. Our worst 
problem was trying to scrub the soot out of our hair and 
from around our eyes as we washed in a beautiful river in 
Oregon.   

 The starry Milky Way lives here too. 


